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Life Insurance Is the safest 
surest way to protect your future. 
Find out about It. 
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AVAILABLE AT ALL NEWS-STANDS 
Walt Disney's Wonder World 


IN 
CHANDAMAMKA 
CLASSICS & COMICS 





A New Concept in Colourful, Interesting 
Comics trom the and instructive 
house of Comic magazines 
CHANDAMAMA in English, 
Hindi, 

Kennada 

and 

Marathi, 


Price’ 
English Edition Rs. 2.28 a copy 
‘Other Languages Rs. 2.00 @ copy 
Subscription: 

English Edition Rs. 54.00 a year 
Other Languages Rs. 48.008 year 
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To sail across the sea 
I'd bring It bock with Gers 


wish t had @ boat - 
Some for you and some forme! 

















Ihey'r ato extrerrey accarare 
‘Eo Thot your hua Tonre tat = 
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FORWARD TO 1983 


USHER IN THE NEW YEAR WITH 
A RESOLUTION TO MAKE 


CHANDAMAMA 
YOUR REGULAR COMPANION 


India’s largest circulated children's monthly in 
English is also thestandard-bearet of the true 
spirit of nui 
Along with a dozen complete stories « month 
the magazine presents glimpses of India's 
history and mythology—through colour illus 
trations 


SOME OF THE OTHER HIGHLIGHTS: 

* THE UNSOLVED MYSTERIES of the World 
—who built the giant statues on the Easter 
Islands? —{s @ primeval monster still living 
under the Scottish lake waters? 


“TOWARDS A BRIGHTER PERSONALITY 


Lights from practical psychology that are 
sure to bring out the dynamic qualities hidden 


in the young. 


THE STORY OF KRISHNA—An absorbing 
narration of the story eternal, 











TO CARE FOR YOURSELF MEANS 
GROW ITH 
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Vol!3 NOVEMBER 1982 Nod 
Founaor CHAKRAPAN 
Contraling Eanor NAGI REDO! 


NINE COMPLETE STORIES 

ANO Tre Wend Expatence of Lott Outen the siay of Kato trough 
pctures, ‘Dictonry, News Flash Den Bhagavatarn nd 
Concticing the imencible Raghs 


Pon's 8 AEC ot Fed Poin ime nt ber BoE OHANASIA EDL 
poet Fann 
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Hello Everybody! 


November 21 this yea! well mark 
a decade of the World Hilo Day 
Say helo oF great wn any othor 
fashion ten persons—to whom 
you have never sparen Detore. 
hand—and you have alreaay par 
ticioated in the day's prograr 


‘me! Founded in 1973 at Omabo, 
Nebraske (USA). this move 
ment of goodwill has the sup 
port of numerous heads of 
states behind yt 


Why not partiepate wn 1? 


Man Who Knows Your Mind 


“Think of a book and a sent: 
tence in it and he will go to the 
bookshelf and pick out the 
ook. tuin to the nght page and 
read out the sentence. Some- 
fone thinks of a person and an 
‘action, He goes to the person 
In question. takes a key-ing 
from his pocket, uniocks the 
door to @ room. opens the safe. 
removes a bill of the right de- 
‘nomination, goes to the buttet, 
buys sweets af the rght vanety 


‘and olfers them to certain peo 
ple He portorms ail the actions 
that someone else has mental? 
Wy projected ~ 

This 6s a report trom the Rus: 
‘sian monthiy, Sputnik. The man 
who can do this is Anatol Barc 
He hails from Minsk. the capital 
of Byelorussia. He is no magi 
cian He is extremely sensitive 
to others’ thoughts. He has shar 
ened his sensitiveness by con: 
centration and autosuggestion 
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THE DAY THE DEAD 
SPRANC 





TO LIE 








Once Caliph Harun-al-Raschid, 
wandering in the city in dis- 
guise, met a jolly good fellow 
named Abu Hasan. 

‘Abu Hasan invited the Caliph 
—not knowing who he really 
was—to spend the night at his 
house. The Caliph accepted his 
hospitality 

‘Abu entertained the Caliph to 
a sumptuous dinner. In the 
course of their conversation 
Abu said, “I wish I could be the 
Caliph only for 1 shall 
lot of wealth on my 






mother who has sacrificed much 
for me! Next I shall drive away 
four of my naughty neighbours 
who harass me 

The Caliph mixed some po- 
tion into Abu's drink. Abu did 
not notice that. But when he 
took it, he was in a daze. The 
Caliph’s bodyguards who were 
in hiding carried him to the 
palace 

When he woke up in the 
morning he was surprised to s 
himself clad in dazzling robe: 
lying on a luxurious bed 

































palace. 
“ Commander of the Faithful! 
We are at your service," a host 
of servants greeted him. Charm- 
ing maids danced around him. 
Courtiers bowed down to him. 
At first Abu was bewildered 
By and by he believed that 
under some circumstance he 
had really become the Caliph. 
The first thing he did was to 
send a lot of smoney to his 
mother. Then he sent his sepoys 
to drive away those mischievous 
neighbours 
At night he was given the 
potion again. When he fell into 
a stupor, he was carried back to 
his home. A shock awaited him 
in the morning when he woke 








up and saw himself as poor’ 
Abu! 

However, the Caliph took @ 
fascination for him and took 
him as his courtier. He also got 
him married to the daughter of a 
nobleman. Her name was 
Nuzhat 

The Caliph gave him a man- 
sion and paid him well. But he 
was quite extravagant. Soon he 
borrowed a lot of money. When. 
the money-lenders i ited on 
realising their dues, he drew up 
a novel plan to get a handsome 
amount from the Caliph. 

“F'll go to the Caliph a 








d tell 


him that you are dead. Gener- 
‘ous as he ishe will at once pay 
y for 





me a good deal of mor 
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your funeral,” Abu told his 
wife. 

Nuzhat was as smart as her 
husband. “In that case why 
should I not go to the Caliph’s 
wife, Lady Zubaydah, and de- 
clare that you were dead? Sure 
ly, she will be pleased to give me 
some money!” she proposed. 
xcellent, my worthy wife! 
That way we can receive more 
than we need, Come on, let’s do 
so,” said Abu enthusiastically 
Soon Abu was before the 
Caliph, all tears. In the same 
fashion Nuzhat presented her 
self before the Lady Zubaydah. 
Both returned with a hundred 
gold coins e: 
eat was their joy. As they 
































sat on a divan laughing on the 
success of their tricks, through 
the window Nuzhat saw the 
Lady Zubaydah’s chief maid 
approaching their house. 

“I'm sure there is a dispute 
between the Caliph and his wife 
as to which one of us is really 
dead. The Lady Zubaydah’s 
maid is coming to fee} sure that 
itis you who died,” said Nuzhat. 

Abu sprawled on his bed 
without losing any time, Nuzhat 
covered him with a white linen 
and sat by his side, wailing 

I'm so sorry for your misfor- 
tune!” said the queen's maid 
“Somehow the Caliph is under 
the impression that it is you who 
died and not Abu Hassan.” 




















































“1 wish it were so!” said 
Nuzhat 

deeply sympathise with 
you, my sister? Be the All Com- 
passionate Allah's mercy on 
you. I must hurry back to the 
palace to assure my lady that 
she is right, not the Caliph.” 

The maid went away. Abu sat 
up and the couple had a hearty 
laugh again. 

But before long the Caliph's 
chief bodyguard was seen com- 
ing towards their house with 
long, strides 

“Now the Caliph wants to 
make sure that you are alive and 
I'm dead!” said Nuzhat and she 
at once sprawled on her bed 
Abu covered her with a she 

















‘and began to cry aloud. 
My dear Abu! I have 
language to my s 
at your loss. It is rather surpr 
ing that the Lady Zubayds 
should think that you were dead 
and not your wife. | must hurry 
back and tell them what I saw,” | 
said the bodyguard. 

The bodyguard left as fast as 
he had appeared. Abu and 
Nuzhat wondered what will hap- 
pen next 

Half an hour later they saw 
more than they had bargained 
for! The Caliph himself and his 
wife, accompanied by their 
Viziers, courtiers, bodyguards 
and maids, were rushing to 
ds their house, The Caliph 








row | 


























and his wife were arguing with 
each other quite excitedly. 

“Hurry up!" said Abu, 
both must play dead!” 

The Caliph and the Lady 
Zubaydah stepped into. their 
room and stood stunned. 

“My poor Abu! Evidently he 
died of shock at his wife's death. 
Surely, I will miss him more 
than he missed his wife!” com- 
mented the Caliph. 

“I'm sure it is Abu who died 
first. His wife died of shock 
later-after returning from me,” 
asserted the Lady Zubaydah. 

Their argument grew heated 
In despair the Caliph said, 
“Only if one of the corpses 
could tell us who it was to die 





We 















first, I won't mind giving it a 
thousand gold coins! 

“I'll do the same!" announced 
the Lady Zubaydah 

To the great amazement of 
the party, both Abu and Nuzhat 
jumped to their feet | 

“My lord, I died first. Let me 
have the reward!” said Abu, 
bowing to the Caliph 

Nuzhat said the same, bowing 
to the Lady Zubaydha. 

After a moment’s stunned si- 
lence, the Caliph burst into a 
foud laugh. All the others 
joined him. | 

“You imp! What a trick you 
played on us! Nevertheless, 
both of you deserve the re- 
ward,” said the Caliph. | 




















eS 


A New Fairytale 





Tn a certain forest there lived a 
tiger, In the absence of any lion, 
he was looked upon as the king 
of the forest 

There were thousands of cre- 
atures in the forest and they did 
not mind their king having a 
wild goat for his lunch or din- 
ner. In fact the tiger's fondness 
for the goatmeat was well- 
known. 

Imagine the tiger's surprise 
when one afternoon, awakened 
from his nap, what should he 
see but an old goat bleating 


GREATER THAN TIGER 
AND LIO} 


SS 








before him! 

“Disgusted with life, eh? 
asked the tiger. He could not 
think of any other reason for the 
goat to walk straight into his 
den. 

“Your Majesty, I happened 
to spy upon a bunting party. I 
gathered from their conversa- 
tion that they are keen to bag a 
tiger. Further I learnt that one 
of the hunters knows your den. 
They should be here any mo- 
ment. Now, I won't like my king 
to be killed!” said the goat, 



























The tiger ran away to another 
cave situated high up in the 
hills. He peeped through his 
hiding and saw the hunting par- 
ty looking for him in and around 
his den. 

After the munters left the 
scene the tiger came out and 
told the goat, “You risked your 
life by braving into my den. This 
you did because you valued my 
life more than yours. I could not 
have dreamt of such nobility in a 
goat, I will never harm a goat 
again!” 

The old goat returned to his 
ie happy! 








It so happened that a goatling 
overheard the tiger's promise. 





“Will the tiger really never harm 
a goat?” he wondered. 

By and by curiosity got the 
better of him. He roamed 
around the tiger’s cave. The 
tiger saw him, but spared him. 

Highly encouraged, the 
young goat went near the tiger 
the next day and wished him a 
loud Good Morning. The tiger 
retumed the greeting and went 
about his business. 

It was no more possible for 
the young goat to keep his thrill 
to himself. He boastfully told 
the tribe of goats in the forest, 
“The tiger finds in me a great 
friend and counsellor. If you 
don't believe me, stand at the 














foot of the hill and see how I get 
on with him.” 

A large number of goats col- 
lected at the foot of the hill. The 
young goat climbed to the ti- 
ger’s den and shouted, “Hello. 
Mr. Tiger, it is I, your friend. 
Come out. Let's enjoy a stroll.” 

The tiger came out, surprised 
and annoyed. Although the 
| goats collected below tried to 
keep themselves under cover, 
he did not fail to see them 

The goat laughed. His excite- 
ment was great at being seen 
with the tiger. “What do you 
think of me?” he asked looking 
at the goats. “It is true that T 
look like goat. But that is 





where my relation with you| 


ends. I am no goat. 1 am a 
creature bigger and nobler than 
the tiger and the lion,” he 
claimed at the peak of his voice. 

Suddenly the tiger pounced 
upon the young goat. Then 
looking at the audience below, 
he said, “I had promised not to 
harm any goat. I mean to keep| 
my promise. All of you have 
heard that this one is no goat, 
but a creature greater than the | 
tiger and the lion, For long had I | 
desired to eat such a rare crea- | 
ture, At last Ihave got one. You 
may disperse.” 

The tiger dragged the young 
goat into his cave, —Devapriyo 

















In the court of King Suvraverma of Rajpur was a certain courtier 
named Gulab. Whenever the king wanted to make an announce- 
ment for his subjects, the draft was first submitted to him, After 
he read it, the king put some questions to him and then passed it 
for circulation among the people. 

The courtier was very proud of this practice. “It is not, the 
minister, but I who must be consulted in all serious matters!” he 
boasted ‘before the other courtiers. 

The old minister died. Gulab was sure that the king will be 
pleased to appoint him to the post. But the king chose another 
nobleman, 

Gulab felt agrieved. He wrote out a petition reminding the 
king how he alone was consulted whenever a royal order was 
made public. 

The king smiled and said, “Gulab! I did not mean to disclose 
my secret. But unless I do so, you won't understand! I showed 

‘ou the drafts not because you were wiser than the others but 
ecause you lack in wisdom and intelligence. If you could 
understand a draft, I was sure that the most ordinary citizen of 
my country will unde . 
lab slank away. 















































[Tong ago there were two poets 
| in the city of Jeypore. They 
were Pundit Pratap and 
Harishanka 
} Pundit Pratap was more a 
| clever man than # poet. He 
knew the art of pleasing his 
listeners—the wealthy and in- 
fluential ones in particular. No 
| wonder that he received laurels 
and wide publicity. 

| Harishankar was a man of 
calny and quiet temperament 
He wrote poetry for his own joy 
| and the joy of those who were 
real lovers of poetry. He was 
| happy with whatever recogni- 
Jtion he got. Hardly anybody 
| outside the circle of true critics 
[knew his worth 








Once the Zamindar of Vish- 
nupur decided to. organise a 
conference of poets. Pundit Pra- 
tap was requested to preside 
over it, 

Numerous poets—known, lit 
tle-known and unknown—met | 
Pundit Pratap and flattered him | 
so that they could get chance 
to recite their poems in the 
conference: 

But Harishankar did not go to | 
him. Pundit Pratap of course did | 
not expect him to do that. | 
Though not widely known, | 
Harishankar was a highly gifted 
poet. He deserved a special 
invitation. Unfortunately the | 
‘amindar of Vishnupur did 0 
know him. 


ws 


| 
| 























[Pundit Pratap could have sug- 
gested to the Zamindar to invite 
|Harishankar as a guest of hon- 
Jour, But he did not wish 
| Harishankar’s genius to come to 
[tight 

| The conference was over. 
|Pundit Pratap returned to Jey- 
|pore and met Harishankar. He 
|boasted of his excellent per- 
formance that brought him the 
|highest reward—a thousand 
| rupees. 

Harishankar heard him with 
| patience, but said. "Only if the 
amindar of Mangalpur would 
| praise you, I will accept the fact 
that you can charm people with 
your poetry,” 











Mangalpur was a famous] 
estate situated far away. But the 
Zamindar was out for a pilgrim- 
‘age and was to pass his night 
guest-house at Jeypore, 

“If you can arrange for me to 
recite my poetry before him, 
I'm sure he will praise me. If he 
does not. Vil give you a 
thousand rupees!” promised 
Pundit Pratap. 

“Very well.” said Harishank- | 
ar. The Zamindar's manager 
‘was his friend, He fixed it with 
him. Pundit Pratap was ushered | 
into the Zamindar’s presence in 
the evening. 

He had taken two witnesses 
with him. He recited his poems 

















|for full two hours, But the 
Zamindar did not utter a word! 
At last he scribbled on a scrap of 
paper a message for his cashier 
The poct was to be paid a 
certain amount 

Pundit Pratap was quite put 











parted with a thousand rupees. | 


What is more. he mellowed | 
down much and did not boast of 
his talent any longer 

It was after many years that 
Pundit Pratap came to know| 

















Jout, He came back to did not utter 
| Harishankar along with his wit- se for him: the 
| esses. As agreed upon, he Zamindar was dumb 


| gf frei seefir feqeatin feemrqrereit 1 
mre feerecfersdfitrentie feereah af 


Yoh paphati likhass palyari pariprechant panditdmupdlrayan 
Tasya divdharakirapsirnalinidalamsoa vikésyate buddhih 


One who studies, writes, observes and consults scholars finds 
his intelligence blossoming like a lotus under the rays of the 
sun 


—Subhashitaratnabhandagaram 
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‘Calves’ to confuse: with 
Clever of bombastic words. 








Legends and Parables of India 


Away from the city was a cool 
lake. On the southward bank of 
the lake was a Kadamba tree in 
which lived a hawk couple. 

To the north of the lake 
another tree lived 
verily the king of the birds, In 
the nearby forest lived a lion 
thie king of the beasts. And, o 
an islet in the lake lived a 





in 








osprey 





tortoise—strong and hand: 
nw. the hawks had bef 
riended the lion, the tortoise 
and the osprey. “Our gc 
atest wealth 








d 

friends are our gi 

they agreed with each other 
One day three hunters from 





the city wandered in the forest 
for long, but could find no prey 
Tired, they sat down under the 
Kadamba tree. 

The hawks had two yor 
sons. They were growing up into 
lovely birds, but had not yet 
been able to fly 

The hunters lighted a fire 10 
warm up themselves. As the 
smoke coiled up to the nest. the 
g birds tittered, 

“Brothers, there are_youc 














birds in the nest. The trunk of 
this tree being extremely 
smooth, we cannot climb it. But 
let the flames go up. They will 
burn the nest. The young birds 
will fall down. They should 
make excellent food for us, 
said one of the hunters. 

The other two hunters went 
about collecting dry leaves and 
sticks, while the first one kept 
tending the fire 

The flames rose higher and 
higher, The she-hawk told her 
husband, “These fellows have 
decided to destroy our nest and 
kill our young ones. Go and ask 
th 








osprey to come to our 
cue. 
The male hawk flew to the 
tree in which the osprey lived 
and informed him of the danger 
to his sons. The osprey lost no 
time in flying into the lake and 
filling its beak with water, Then 
he rose high and dived low and 
shot the water into the fire. He 
did so again and again, reducing 
the fierceness of the fire 

The hunters were amazed at 
the bird's feat. But they were 
not prepared to lose the battle 
They fed the fire with more and 
more leaves and sticks. 

The she-hawk told her hus- 
band, “Our friend the osprey is 
getting tired. I'm afraid. he 

















Tight fall into the fire himself. 
Go and report the matter to our 
friend the tortoise 

The male hawk did so, The 
tortoise at once had a dip in the 
mud and went and rolled on the 
fire and lay still on the brink of 
the water, 

The fire was extinguished 

“Look at the lovely tortoise 
How do we care for the young 
birds if we can enjoy the meat of 
this creature?” exclaimed a 
hunter. 
The three tried to catch the 
tortoise. The tortoise was wait- 
ing for this to happen. He slip- 
ped into the most muddy part of 
the lake. The hunters, in their 
bid to catch him, fell into the 
mud 

They struggled to come out of 
the lake. They were hungry 
Now they shivered with cold. 

“We must light another fire 





‘and get those young hawks as 
soon as possible,” they said 
aloud, €1couraging one 
another. “Or we must find out a 
tall ban boo and topple the nest 
by its hel>!” 

But the male hawk had in the 
meanwhile acquainted his 
friend, the lion, with the situa- 
tion. 

The hunters were plodding 
ashore through the mud when 
the lion came out of the forest 
and gave out @ roar. 

The hunters fell back and 
swum with great difficulty to the 
opposite bank. Emerging from 
the waters, they ran the fastest 
race in their lives. 

My sons, do you realise the 
value of true friendship? Gather 
around you some true friends 
—when you grow up,” the she- 
hawk told her sons. 

From the Buddha Jatakas 
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The influonce of Kabw’s songs 
4nd philosophy proved tar 
teaching, Gury Nonak was. in 
spited by hen. Powt-dovotoes hie 
Moorata: and Ramdas. tound in 
fim @ gfeat source of wisdom 
Ho was adored by people of all 
fants 
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ffteonth century 















fourteenth century to the scly | 
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Unsolved Mysteries 





It was the year 1892. Paris had 
| just welcomed Britain's new 
ambassador to France. He was 
Lord Dufferin. 

Lord Dufferin had an illust- 
| rious career behind him. He had 
held many important positions. 
He had been the Viceroy of 
India from 1884 to 1888. ° 
A reception was being held in a 
top-floor hall of the famous 
Grand Hotel in Paris. Lord Duf- 
ferin reached the hotel on time 
Many diplomats who had ar- 
rived earlier and were loitering 


IT HAPPENED TO ONE | 
OF INDIA’S | 
GOVERNORS-GENERAL. | 


in the spacious lounge of the 
hotel greeted him eagerly. Lord 
Dufferin returned their grect- 
ings affably and advanced tow 
wards a lift 

Several other people were | 
already in the lift, They made | 
room for this important guest. 
He was about to step in while 
acknowledging the courtesy of 
the other passengers in the lift. 

Suddenly he stepped back. 
Perhaps nobody took note of 
the surprise and horror in his 
face. In a moment he smiled | 





again and asked the others not 

to wait for him. It seemed he 
had forgotten something or he 
must leave Some message at the 
reception counter. 

Why was he horrified? It was 
for a very unusual reason, As 
soon as his eyes fell on the man 
Joperating the lift, his memory 
was stirred by a weird experi: 
ence. 
| That was years ago. Lord 
Dufferin was spending a night in 
a friend’s house in Ireland. 

It was an old mansion with a 
spacious compound. Trees 
stood bathing in moonlight 
‘Occasionally the fluttering of a 

rd could be heard. Otherwise 








all was quiet, 

Lord Dufferin could not 
sleep. He felt something un- 
usual and uncomfortable in the 
atmosphere. 

At midnight he heard a rust- 
fing sound—as if somebody was 
treading on the dry leaves. He 
could also hear the sound of 
deep breathing—as if someone 
was panting under a laborious 
oan 

He quietly opened a window | 
and peered into the orchard | 
across the lawns. Indeed, some- | 
‘one was moving with a large | 
load on his back. 

It must be a thief. Lord Duf- 
ferin crossed into the orchard 
and had a closer look at the 
scene. What the fellow was car- | 
rying was most unexpected. It 
was a coffin! 

Was he stealing an old relic of 
his host's family? “Where are 
you taking that?” Lord Dufferin 
challenged the fellow, stepping 
forward. But the fellow dis- 
solved clean into the moonlight 
before his very eyes, alter pas- 
sing a hurried Jook over him: 
Such a nauseating face Lord 
Dufferin had never known! 

He recorded the eerie inci- 
dent that very night, But over 
the years he had forgotten all 
about it 























But the man operating the lift 
at the hotel in Paris at once 
brought back to his mind the 
forgotten coffin-carrier of that 
desolate Irish night. A premoni- 
tion stopped him from entering 
the lift of which the fellow was 
in control. At that moment he 
felt absolutely sure that the 
loperator was none other than 
‘the mysterious coffin-carrier he 
had éncountered years ago. 

Lord Dufferin was perhaps 
thinking of enquiring about the 
lift-operator when there was 
heard a fearful crashing sound, 
‘The cable of the lift by which he 
‘was to go up had snapped. Allin 
the lift, including the operator, 


had met with instant death. | 

The accident caused a great | 
sensation in the Paris of those 
days, Nobody of course knew 
then what it meant for Lord 
Dufferin! 

It is difficult to explain Lord 
Dufferin’s experience. Did the | 
coffin he had seen symbolise the 
lift? Was the lift-operator an | 
agent of death who was collect- 
ing his victims years before they | 
were to die? The lift-operator 
was surely a human being. But 
he might have been the vehicle 
for a bizarre force of death, | 

While Lord Dufferin's| 
accotint is unimpeachable, its 
explanation eludes us. 








New Tales of King Vikram 
and the Vempire 


Dark was the night and weird 
the atmosphere. It rained from 
time to time. Rumbling of thun 
nd _howls of jackals were 
ibdued by peals of 
; Flashes of light 
ning showed fearful faces 

But King Vikram swerved 
not. He climbed the ancient tree 









der 













‘once again and brought the 
corps ef ls Soon 
as he started wa to cross. 
the desolate cremation ground 


the vampire that possessed the 
corpse said, “O King. 1 don't 
Know what inspires you to uke 
such pains. You ought to know 
that the more successful \ 
in your works. the more 
jealousy you will incur in others 
you an illustration 








Let me gi 
y attention to it. That might 
you some relict 

The vampire went on: The 
orphan Bhudutt. while wan 
ut all alone. foun 












ing a sh 








ter in the house of Suhas Roy of 
Rudrapur. Roy asked him to 
settle down there. At Roy's 
request. the local landlord 
allowed Bhudutt to till an acre 
of his land. 

Bhudutt_ worked 
land yielded a va 
Bhudutt never ne; 
the landlord his share 

The landlord was much 
pleased with Bhudutt. He asked 
| the young man to take charge of 
his orchard. 

Under Bhudutt’s care the 
orchard turned into a gold- 
mine! At the year-end the land- 
ord saw that it had brought him 
profit that was more than what 
|he had got in ten years from it! 
| He gave half of the profit to 
Bhudutt. That enabled Bhudutt 
| to buy a plot of land for himself 
| and to build a small house on it 

Shivdas, a wealthy man of 
Rudrapur. had only one child, a 
|daughter. He proposed his 
daughter's marriage with Bhu- 
dutt. Bhudutt knew the girl. She 
was fine. He had no reason to 
| refuse the proposal 

However, he asked Roy for 
his opinion. Roy grew grave and 
said, “If you marry Shivdas's 
| daughter. he will expect you to 
| come over to his house and live 


there. Better don't marr 











y of crop 
-d paying 
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daughter.” 

Bhudutt told Shivdas what! 
Roy thought about the propos- 
il. Shivdas laughed derisively | 
ind said, “Is there any sense in 
what Roy says? [’ve no son 
Who will look after myself and 
my property if not my sor 
law? What is wrong with your 
coming over here since you will 
be my heir?” 

Bhudutt found Shivdas quite 








-sensible. He agreed to marry his 


daughter, The 
duly performed. 
¥y stopped talking to Bhu- 
dutt. Bhudutt felt awkward ab- 
out it. He met him and said. 

“Sir, I would be still roaminy | 


marriage was 

















about as a destitute but for your 
love and pity. Pray, pardon me 
if I have done anything wrong.” 

Roy feared that Bhudutt 
‘won't care for him once he had 
become Shivdas’s son-in-law 
Now he felt sure that the young 
Iman was as humble as ever. 
“I'm happy if you are happy!” 
he said with a touch of emotion 

Shivdas died and Bhudutt 
took over his estates and man: 
‘aged them well, 

‘Once there was a drought 
But Bhudutt had made such 
arrangements for irrigating his 
lands'that he had a reasonably 
good harvest. Roy came to meet 
him and observed angrily. 











“Bhudutt! If you knew the sec- 
ret of raising a good crop de- 
spite the drought, should you 
not have shared the secret with 
ae 

“Sir, is it not you who had 
taught me the methods I fol 
lowed in raising the crop?” Bhu 
dutt asked softly 

Roy was pleased at Bhudutt 
acknowledging his debt to him. 
Nevertheless, he could not get 
over his fear that Bhudutt might 
ignore him in the future 

Bhudutt organised his estates 
in such a way that it was not 
necessary for him to devote all 
his time to them. He had a great 


desire to wiite poetry. Now he 



























found the leisure and the mood 
for that 
One day he invited a number 
of people to the vill 
dapam and recited his poetry 
before them. When he had 
finished, the village pundit 
stood up and said, “Bhudutt, do 
you think that to succeed in 
ming and to succeed in writ- 
ing poetry are the same thing? 
You hardly know grammar and 
prosody, How can you write 
poetry?” 
The pundit taug 
Bhudutt + humbly, 
| “Punditji, 1 never thought that 
[farming and poetry are the 
same. Buta farmer can be a grammatical or rhythmic flaw 
| poet if he has the gift for it. 1 Your poetry. But what is neces: 
Jadmit that [ have not learnt sary for true poetry is genius! 
grammur and prosody. But what Obviously you don't have that 
|is there gh about it? Lam = “Bhudurt. 1 have been 
willing to learn them from you!” observing you for years. 1 ca 
Bhudutt employed the pundit not think of you as a poet!” said | 
as his teacher and mastered in Roy 
six months whatever the old Suddenly an aged man stood 
man could teach him, Thereaf- up and: introduced himself. All 
ter he worked on along poem in were stunned to realise that he 
epic style for two years, was the king in disguise 
When the work was com-  “Bhudutt is a genius, One 
plete, he invited all the impor- rarely finds poetry of such high 
tant people of the locality and quality.” said the king. He 
read it out to them, The audi- asked Bhudutt to visit his court 
ence applauded him. But thé on a certain date. 
| pundit stood up and said grave Needless to say. the pundit 
|ly. “Itis true that there are no and Roy looked pale. But Bhi)-~ 

















ed. 

























































| duis took both of them a. his 
companions to the court, He 
duced them to the king as 
acher and guardian respec- 





The king showered gifts on 
Bhudutt and also rewarded the 
pundit and Rey. Both the elder 
ly men were extremely pleased 

| with Bhudutt. Back in the vil- 
they were all praise for 







lage 
him 
But barely a fortnight had 
passed when Bhudutt told his 
wife, “I you have no objection. 
| We will shift to the town. The 
landlord is willing to buy all our 
estates at reasonable price” 
utr’s wife did not object 








to his decision They left the 
village 

The vampire paused and then 
demanded of the king in a chal: 
lenging tone. “O King. don't 
you think that Bhudutt 
erazy? Why should he leave the 
village when he had prospered 
so much and when people who 
‘once criticised him had become 
his great admirers? Answer me 
if you can, Should you keep 
mum despite your knowledge of 
the answer. your head would 
roll off your neck! 

King Vikram replied forth- 
with: “What appears wrong 
{rom one point of view might 
appear quite right from another. 
If you give a close look at 
Bhudutt’s life you will see that| 
chance dominated it, It was by 
chance that he met Roy who 
gave him shelter, It 
chance that the landlord was a 
good man, [t was sigain a chance 
that Shivdas took a liking for 
him and made him his heir. The 
king's presence in his audience 
was yet another chance. Bhu- 
dutt, by his sincerity, could take 
full advantage of every chance 

Now he was feeling an in- 






































spiration To progress us a poe! 
For that he needed lovers ang 
critics of literature to help hin 
No doubt, he had found ov 





shal} 














there were many such people in 
the town, He decided to t 
nd begin a new phi 
his life in the town, It was 
nothing crazy so far as he was 








concerned. 

No sooner had King Vikram 
concluded his answer than the 
vampire 2 with the corpse, 
gave him the slip. 
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THE LITTLE SWAN AND 
THE LOGICAL CAT 



















‘There was a time when the huge 
banian tree on the lake was like 
4 multi-storey building for 
swans, ganders and storks. It 
several tiers of branches 
and each tier had a number of 
nests. 

But a storm struck the region 
The tree was badly hit. Most of 
its branches were gone. Their 
nests destroyed, the birds flew 
away in search of safer trees in 
the nearby jungle. Some of the 
birds even lost their lives. 

‘A young swan who had not 
yet learnt to fly felt quite miser- 
able. Although its nest had not 
been dislodged, there was no 
news of its mother. Obviously 
she had died. 

And imagine its misery when 
a tom-cat found his way to the 
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tree and saw it shivering in its 
nest 

With a chuckle the cat looked 
for a cosy place where to sit and 
enjoy a leisurely dinner 

The little swan knew that it 
was no time to cry. Shout for 
help it could not, as there was 
nobody‘on or around the tree to 
come to its rescue 

“I'm so glad you came!” it 
muttered, suppressing a sob 

“Glad? You think I am here 
to serve you, do you?” observed 
the cat with a sneer. 
ot at all. I know that it is 
for me to serve you—as your 
food. | 

“Right. What then makes you 
glad?” demanded the cat who | 
belonged to the household of =| 
famous lawyer. <4 























“Don't you see my condition? 
There is nobody to look after 
me. I was to die, if not tomor- 
row, the day after. Is an im- 
mediate death not preferable to 
a slow death by starvation?” 

“I understand,” said the cat 
with a special nod. He had 
fearnt that from his master. 

“My only regret is, 1 won't 
taste like a swan to you.” 

“That is nonsense. There is 
no reason why a swan should 
not taste like a swan.” The cat 
dismissed the little bird's misgiv- 
ing nodding sideways this time. 

“I'm sure. you are the most 
logical of all the cats. But, you 
see, no swan tastes better than 4 
clod of wet earth when very 
young. But as one keeps eating 
the tender stems of the lotus 
‘one grows sweeter like a butter- 

c 
“L know,” said the cat whose 
master used the phrase often. 
“A day does not pass without 
our servants securing lotuses 
from the lake for our shrine. 
‘They throw away the stems. I 
can bring some for you!” 

“It is for you io decide 
whether wi should like to eat a 
clod of wet earth or a butter- 
cake,” said the little swan in a 
detached tone, “I don’t mind 
waiting for a week for you to 























enjoy my flesh better.” 

"You are reasonable,” said 
the cat. He went away raising a 
triumphant tail and returned 
with some stems in an hour. 

‘And this he did for a week. 

“Frankly, Mr. Tom, by now 1 
should taste like a butter-cake, 
at least like one made by an| 
apprentice. But if you want me 
to taste like one made by a 
professional. 

“Of course | will like you to 
taste like one made by a profes: 
sional!” cut in the cat. 

“Then I should be fed with a 
little milk a day for a week!” 

“| know,” said the cat. 

He had no difficul 

















fe 











ing milk, for that was plentily 
available in his master’s kitchen 
And this he did for another 
week. The little swan kept 
assuring him that it was growing 
sweeter by the day. 

At the end of the period the 
cat climbed the tree carrying 
neither lotus-stems nor milk, for 
he intended eating the swan that 
should taste like a butter-cake 
baked by a professional. In fact 
he had fasted the previous night 
to enjoy his food better 

But the nest was empty 

“Hello, Tom, rather 
Tom, look here!” 

‘The cat looked up. The little 
swan sat on the top branch of 


Mr 


the tree, basking in the soft 
sunlight, looking like a milk- 


white lotus! 

“As I grew sweeter something 
more also happened to me. | 
grew stronger in my sides. My 
tiny wings began flapping. And 
suddenly I found myself here!” 
said the little swan. 

“Lknow. That should be natu- 
ral, though..." The cat stopped. 
He did not want to confess that 
it had not occurred to him b 
forchand. “But will you please 
come down for my sake 

“That won't be natural. Now 
that I can fly, Tam in no mood 
to die. You should appreciate 
this, as the most logical cat you 
are!” 

The swan soared high 
descended on the lake in sty 














Sage Viswamitra’s 
power made it possible for King 
Trishanku to ascend the 
heavens, His Prince 
Harishchandra was crowned the 
king 

Harishchandra remained 
childless for long. He was wor 

future of his 


spiritual 


ried about the 
kingdom, He met Sage Vasis- 
tha, the guru of his dynasty. and 
asked him, “O learned one. is it 
so ordained that [ should not 
have any issue? Will you kindly 
enlighten me about it? 

‘O young king. whatever be 
in store for one in one’s destiny 
iu in be altered. So far as 
having a child is concerned, it is 
God _Varuna_who decides it 











GLIMPSES OF THE 
DEVI BHAGAVATAM 








You shall 
be blessed with a child if he is 


Meditate upon him 


pleased 
t retired to 
lonely spot on the river Ganga 
and meditated on God Var 
the presiding deity of the wa. 
His devotion pleased the 
god. He appeared before him 
and offered to grant him a boon, 
Be pleased to grant me a 
said the king 
You can have a fine son ¢ 
condition that you will sacrifis 
him in a Yajna. Are you willir 
to do, 30?" asked the god. 
The king was in a fix. If he 
does not agree to the condition, 
he will not get a son. His pe- 
nance will go in vain. But ho 





rishchandr 














son. 












‘A BOY IN THE JAWS OF DEATH 













Jean he sverifice his son 
Yaina? 

He kept qui 

1m sorry. dear king. but 
there no other way to alter 
your destiny You cannot have a 
son unless you agree 1 this 
condition.” said the god 

The king was anxious to have 
a son at any cost, "Grant me a 
son, O God Varuna. may what 
come!” he cried out. 

“Let it be so,” said the god 
and he disappeared 

The king returned to his 
ice and informed his qui 
Shinyya, ubout the boon he h: 
received, In due course the 
queen gave birth to a son. The 
































lom went festive. The child 
Was named Rohit 

Vasuna called an the king 
the guise of a Brahmin ever 
before the chamour of the festi- 
vities hal died down, Nobody 
hut the king recognised him 
‘Come on. let me see you sitcti- 
fice your son in w Yajna!” he 
said. 

The king was at his wit’s end, | 
He fumbled and said, "Well, at 
Jeast & month must elapse be- | 
fore the new-born babe can be 
called a human child, Am 1 not 
right? 

Very well, UM come after a] 
month.” said the god and he 
departed. | 

The king heaved » 
































about it by gazing on the child's 
loving face 
But Var 
appear before 
a4 month, 
“God Varuna! Your visit hon: 
ours me. But the child is yet 
toothless. How can it be eligible 
for sacrifice?” asked the king. 
The god departed. only to 
reappear a few months later 
“Your child has gone through its 
teething. No more delay is to be 
tolerated.” he said sternly, 
‘compassionate Varuy 
w surely_know 


did not fail to 
at the end of 


























who has not yet gone thi 
the head-shavit 
hardly be called a human being 
To make him an object of sacri- 
fice is to insult the spirit of the 
Yajna. Should you not wait” 
asked the king 
“Harishchandra! You hail of 
4 great dynasty, Let it not be 
said that uilty of 
breach of faith! Let this be the 
lust time for me to go back, 














said the god 

Days passed. The 
prince's head-shaving ceremi 
way over. The very next day 
Varuna met the king and said 
‘O King, now you must arrange 
for the Yagna 

“O kind-heurted guest! 1 
should not enter inty any dis 
pute with you. Bur don't the 
Brahmins Say that until the 
thread-ceremony has taken 
place one is not fit to participate 
in any auspicious nite? How can 
my son become an object of 
sacrifice now? According to the 
scripture. Brahmin lad becom- 
es ehgible for the thread 
ceremony at the age of eight 
Whereas a Kshatriya lad has to 
ll eleven, Pray. let my boy 
live till he hay gone through the 
thread-ceremony.” the king 
pleaded with the god 

Varuna went away quietly 


little 
ny 



























The king felt relieved ‘Time 
passed happily for him 
But Swift is the course of 





time, The prince became eleven 
years of age and put on the 
sacred thread after the neces 
sary ceremony. Ax soon its the 
ceremony was over, Varuna 
appeared before the king! 
Welcome Varunadev! How 
lucky Iam to receive you! My 
son had just begun to study the 
Vedas, You will agree with me 
that he will qualify better to 








become an object of sacrifice for 
the Yajna once he completes his 
study of the Vedus!” said the 
king 

Varuna fared up. “You are 








trying to be clever with me 
Very well. 1 shall be back as 
von us your son's. study ts 


completed, Don't you play 3 
trick with me then!” he sai 

Varuna went but the 
king was plunged in gloom. He 
realised that the god was deter 
mined to claim Rohit 

Father!Why do you look so 
remorseful?” one day 
Rohit asked him 

The king overcame his hesita- 
tion and told him all that was 
going on between himself and 














Varuna 
Rohit discussed the problem 
with his friends—the sons of the 


ministers, They advised him to 


Tice the town 

Rohit escaped into the forest 
The king tned to locate him, but 
could not 

When Varuna there 
the king said with folded 
My son, for the fear of 
has gone into hiding. 1 
» trace him 





came 





next 
hands 
his life 
have not been uble 
What to do? 

You are trying 
me!” blurted out Varuna. He 
cursed the king. Ay a result the 
king took to bed 

The news of the king's ill 
reached Rohit in the forest, He 
decided to return to the palace 

But Indra stopped him on his 
Is there any sense in your 
going home? You cannot cure 
your father of his illness. Vari 








to deceive 











na will soon be there and you 
will be sacrificed, That will only 
her's illness. 





aggravate your 
Better continue 1 be in hiding 
Return to the palace only after 
your father’s death and occupy 
his throne.” advised Indra 

Accordingly Prince Rohit 
went back into the forest 

The ailing king asked Vasis- 
tha for a way out of the predica: 
Said the si ‘Vara 
wants that you must sacrifice 
your son, Well, an adopt 














is as good 


as one’s real 40 
son and sacrifice \im 














That should be appeasement 
enough for Varuna,” 

The king summoned his 
senior minister and asked him to 
look for a boy who should be fit 
for the Yajna. The minister 
went from place to place and 
came across a Brahmin who had 
three sons all fit for the Yajna 

The minister requested the 
Brahmin to spare one of his sons: 
for the purpose, “You can take 
y, but not the eldest one,” 
said the Brahmin 

“You can takg any, but not 
the youngest one,” said the 
Brahmin’s wife 

Naturally, it was the second 
son of the couple, Sunahsefa by 














name, on whom the minister 
could lay his hand 

Sunahsefa was led to the 
palace. The king adopted him. 


Preparation for the Yajna 
began 
‘Sunahsefa shed tears thinking 





of his fate. That saddened all 
who were present, King Harish- 
chandra was no exception 
Suddenly Sage Viswamitra 
appeared on the scene. “King, 
spare this boy's life. Don’ 
forget what I did for your 
father. You should not ignore 
my advice,” said the sage. 
The king bowed down to him 
and said, “But how can I come 
out of the curse to which Varu- 




















na has subject 
can I suffer 
“Have patience 
sage. He went near Sunahsefa 
land taught him a certain hymn 
that had the power to please 
Varun: 
he boy recited the hymn 
‘with great sincerity. Soon Varu- 
‘pa appeared there and declared 
that he had been satisfied. The 
boy was set free. The curse was 


ed me? How long 


said the 












lifted from the king. 

Sunahsefa asked the assem- 
bled priests, “To whom should | 
look upon as gny father—the 
Brahmin of whom I was born 
or the king who adopted me’ 

The priests gave the opinion 
that he should look upon Sage 
Viswamitra who saved his from 
certain death as his true father 

Sunahsefa followed Sage Vis- 
wamitra, 























A Tale trom Seotans 


Two farmers were returning to 
their village, after selling veget- 
ables in the town. They took a 
short-cut through a field 

Let us smoke,” said one of 
the two, He brought two cher- 
ots out of his pocket and gave 
‘one to his companion, “Unfor- 
tunately T have no match,” he 
said 

T have only two match: 
sticks. I hope that would be 
enough,” said the second far- 
mer. He then tried (o light the 
match, but the stick broke and 
fell off 











“Pity, only one stick is left 
now. We badly need a smoke. If 
this one does not work, we are 
unlucky,” he said. 

He then shut his eyes and 
stood in silence for a minute 
The first farmer understood that 
he was praying so that the 
second match-stick should 
work. 

The second farmer then 
opened his eyes and rubbed the 
stick against the match-box, But 
‘it did not work. 

He gave out a loud cheer to 
himself and laughed 











The first farmer was sur- 
prised. “A few puffs of smoke, 
T'm sure, would have given us 
much comfort now. That, 
however, was not in our luck. 
But what makes you laugh?” he 
jasked. 

“The first farmer said, “My 
friend, when I shut my eyes, I 
remembered that we stood on 
lacres of dry grass. I wondered 
what would happen if I careless- 
ly fling the lighted match on the 

It would catch fire and 
spread as fast as the breeze 
itself. Do you see those dry 
bushes over there? The fire 
would soon reach them and 
become big. Behind those 
bushes is the forest. Once the 
forest catches fire, it would be 2 
holocaust. Tens of thousands of 


birds and beasts, big and small. 
would perish. The tigers and 
Jeopards and boars will run 
amuck and head towards the 
locality. That will cause great 
panic. Soon fierce wind will 
carry the burning branches and 
leaves towards the locality and 
scatter them over the thatched 
houses, destroying village after 
village. In the meanwhile we too 
would be roasted alive, caught 
amidst the burning grass! So 1 
prayed to God to see to it that 
the match did not bum! God 
heard my prayer. Should I not 
laugh?” 


“My friend, you must laugh, 
and I too should join you, 
exclaimed the second farmer. 
Both of them laughed happily. 
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CONSCIENCE AND CALCULATION 
nemies of cach other. A 


e day Bhajan Das took 
good 


Bhajan Das and Rajen Singh we 
wrestle came to live amidst 
him aside 





jays later Bhajan Das was returning from the market 
wong a lonely road when the wrestler confronted him and gave 
hima th 

Wait! 










shricked Bhajan Das. “1 paid you for 








heuting to Rajen Singh, not to me 
went on beating him for a full minute. Then 
ine was never any thought in my mind 














unybody, But you took me + goondi and gave me 
money and tempted me to take up such work. | informed of this 
ty Rajen Singh, He gave me two hundred and fifty rupees and 
wsked me to thrash you. My conscience and calculation of protit 
tok me that T should oblige him, So far as your money is 
concerned, here it as 


The wrestler gave Bhajan Das back his money and went his 























LET US KNOW 


Can you give me the names of some of the prominent Greek dramatists 
ind their works? 









Ravindes Kumar, Bo 
Aeschylus (626-456 B.C): Prometheus Bound, Agamemnon. 

Aristophanes (circa 450 — circa 385): The Birds, The Frogs, Lysistrata 
Euripides (480-406 B.C): Medea, the Bacchae. the Trojan Women, 


Hiopoiytus: 
Sophocles (496—406 8.C,). Oedipus the King, Antigone, Electra 











1 wos told by my teacher that there were 
some baffling similarities between the 
death of President Abraham Lincoln and 
the death of President John F. Kennedy. 
My teacher could remember only two 
similarities. Are there more? 

—Manjula Bhattacharjee. Howrah, 








There are at least seven Abraham Lincoln was elected in 1860; John F 
Kennedy in 1960. Lincoln's secretary's name was Kennedy, Kennedy's 
secretary's name was Lincoln, Lincoln had bean advised by his secretary. 
‘against going to the theatre where he was killed, Kennedy had been advised 
by his secretary against going to Dalles where he was killed. Lincoln was 
shot ina theatte by @ fellow who hid in a warehouse, Kennedy was sh 
from a warehouse by a man who hid ina theatre, Lincoin was killed on @ 
Friday; Kennedy too was killed on a Friday. Andrew Johnson succdec«! 
Lincoln; Lyndon Johnson succeeded Kennedy. Andrew Johnson was bo"". 
1808; Lyndon Johnson was bor 1908. 














PHOTO. CAPTION CONTEST 





Can You forrniulalé » caption in lbew words, to aut these pictures relates to 
‘noch offer? it yekveu may Wiite (tae & post card snd mailto Photo Caption 
Contest, Chpsamiea, 1 1aegh us Dy 70iN of the currant month A rmwwdrd, 
Of Fis.50 wil gg fo ihe Rest enty Which wit bo pubhehod in the issue after 
the nee 


The Prize for September ‘82 goes to 
Mr, Nandkumar M, Achale, Librarian, 

College of Agni CHULE 424.001 

The Winning Entry neration to Generation’ — A Flow ot Education’ 





FROM 


© Observe tyes 28 thy greatest enemy Would a0: go Shalt Mou Beaty 


qrentes).frrenc. 





Joemy Tajaot 


Eyea ef not see when io haart wishes ther tobe tind Bese 
conceals. uth, a Carknesssdoes die eavth 


Seneca 

Fantilon is a torn of citings so tntosarntie that Warhave to ater ites 
‘Bx Month. 

eae ee ee oe 


en = OO ——— 













DIAMOND COMICS 
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AND FUN... 














If you are a Subscriber ... 

We have many thousands of subscribers to 
CHANDAMAMA magazines, so all the envelopes 
have to be addressed by the Sth of the prece- 
ding month. So, you can see, it is very 
important that we are informed promptly of 
any change of address to ensure you receive 
your copy of the magazine without any delay. 


DOLTON AGENCIES 
‘Chandamama Buildings" 
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— 
Geeta gets highest marks 
in Geometry 
for accurate 













NA superior durable compass 


box for students 
+ Ruler, degree protractor, 
ogree prot 
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NOW IN HINDI TOO 


‘very issue brings you the Sagas of theirHeroic: exploits: 
Available from | 
all news dealers at only Rs. 1.75 a copy 














